CHAPTER VI

THREE INTERESTING TYPES

SITTING in our suite of rooms in the Moscow
hotel, I noticed a peculiar looking young man
sitting behind the crowd who had, as usual,
come to spend the evening there.

Ungainly and careless in dress, he suggested a
tramp, his facial expression and appearance, coupled
with the cast in one of his eyes and his jet black
hair parted in the centre of his head, forcibly
reminded me of a certain monk, Rasputin. He was
listening intently and his tragic appearance intrigued
me.

I crossed the room and sat beside him. " What is
your name ? " I asked him.

" Belinkiss," came the ready reply in English.

" Have you travelled much ? " I ventured.

" Yeah, sure. Look/' pointing to a mark on his
forehead. " I got that from the Police in the United
States of America when I was a member of the
I.W.W. (International Workers of the World)."

He soon opened up and his bloodthirsty stories
began to rival those of his friend Jerome in lurid
detail. I listened attentively, for this was during my
first few weeks in Russia. I was only on a tour of
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